There were sordid quarrels with her, quarrels ^
Jack, quarrels with the two of them together. For Jack
was coming to see us more often now. He had left
his wife and children, though he was still supporting
them, and had moved into a basement room off Seven
Dials. The days clicked round like a meaningless
musical-box over a perpetual ground-bass of snarling
voices. There came a night when the three of us were
hammering at each other and a flash of intolerable in-
sight stopped me in the middle of a retort. That shrill
scream I heard was mine, I realized. To be snarled at
I could bear; to be made to snarl myself I wouldn't. I
walked out on them. I walked the streets for hours.
In the end I found myself outside Jack's basement in
Seven Dials. Thoughtfully I descended the steps: I
meant to stay the night. I stayed six months.
The basement consisted of a single small room with
a kitchen smaller still. The solitary window looked out
on a blank wall. On it fell, through a grating, the
shadows of passers in the street. The floor was lino'd;
one of the dark green walls was covered with a nest of
shelves. A double divan bed, a white hardwood table,
two hard chairs and one easy-chair composed all the
furniture. Jack wasn*t supposed to be living in the
place, for it had been condemned by the council for
human habitation. He had rented it for some nebulous
occupation connected with the stage, and a brass plate
on the door, bought with my money, a little later pro-
claimed it as Jack's <eStudio."
When I rose to go in the morning, he flung him-
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